Return to the Struggle
body. Often I had no bread and no money with
which to buy it! Yet I belonged to the high-income
class. The Reichstag sent us our salaries through the
post office. Before the post office could pay it out,
the mark would again fall so low that I could just
manage to pay my rent; nothing was left for the
remaining living expenses. The fee for an article I
might be asked to write, although remitted immediately
on receipt of the manuscript, was enough when it
arrived to buy only a postage stamp ! Without the
help of my proletarian friends I would often have gone
without the necessities of life, and it was very seldom
indeed that I did not leave the table hungry.
For the great mass of people it was no different. In
September we had to pay 220,000,000 paper marks
for one dollar, and gradually we began to count in
billions. I have never been able to understand how
the ordinary person could arrive at any conception
of those dizzying figures. Many things became scarce,
and again there were bread-lines before the shops.
If a person had money in his hand, he could not rest
until he had spent it, and that was the only thing to
do. Money was still worth more to-day than it would
be to-morrow, and we soon learned to calculate in
hours. Wages were paid twice and, later, three times
a week. Usually the worker immediately bought pro-
visions for his family in the vicinity of his factory, for
if he waited to let his wife shop in the neighbouring
store, the mark would again have fallen and perhaps
they could buy nothing.
Foreigners then in Germany could enjoy for a ridicu-
lous amount luxuries such as they could never have
afforded in their own .countries. That these visitors
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